TUMBLING   IN   THE   HAY
Oh, yes, Kinnity. What do you think of that,
TyrreU?"
I might have guessed that he did not like the
Benign Doctor. But this was more than " the light
and good-humoured banter" that Phocylides, or
whoever he said it was, recommends.
"Kinnity, Tyrrell, where they buried the old
woman alive. What do you think of that ?"
Slowly the Doctor, who had been enjoying his glass,
laid it down, and, placing the tips of his shapely
fingers together, pretended to give the question deep
consideration. At length he said cheerfully: "Well,
after all, it is only a case of premature burial, which
is not so bad a thing as delayed burial which you so
grievously exemplify, Mahaffy."
" Good God !"
And we could not get out until our seniors went first.
Magnificently the Master came to the rescue.
" Surr !" he muttered, letting it be presumed that he
was drunk. He took the arrows that thronged the
air into his own breast. " Surr, we all want to hear
of your meeting with the lunatic when you went to
call on Connolly Norman."
" Ah, my good friend, it is not necessary to go so
far to meet with such folk. Now that you remind me,
this is what occurred. I was going to pay a long-
delayed visit to my old friend that remarkable psycho-
logist, when an irascible fellow " (I thought that he
emphasised " irascible " somewhat) "jumped out from
behind a bush and accosted me with * You don't know
who I am.'
" * I am afraid that I have not that pleasure/ I said.
c Who might you be ?'
" * Oh, I might be anybody,' he said in quite an
offhand manner. * But the fact is that I am Julius
Caesar.'
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